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Sissy Training 3

Jenni Ambrose


Have a look at part one in the series to see how Veronica started James down the path of becoming a feminized sissy!

http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Training-Secret-Fantasy-ebook/dp/B0093H04D4/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1365013868&sr=8-2&keywords=jenni+ambrose

If you like this kink, check out my other popular series, Sissy Boyfriend, and watch Beth turn her boyfriend Michael into a cock-loving slut:

Parts 1-3 http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Boyfriend-Collection-Parts-ebook/dp/B00889O5AQ/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1365013868&sr=8-1&keywords=jenni+ambrose

Parts 2-6 http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Boyfriend-Collection-Parts-ebook/dp/B00898JAA6/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&qid=1365013868&sr=8-4&keywords=jenni+ambrose

James and Veronica had only been married a year when their sex life began to wane and they fell into a boring routine. After a romantic meal to celebrate one year anniversary, an unusual mood came across them both, and Veronica finally revealed her deepest fantasy: she wanted to feminize James. She didn't dare to say it so plainly, but she knew he would love it when, after slipping her panties over his legs, his cock bulged ready to burst, and he came harder than she could ever remember seeing. In her mind, it was on. In his mind, he was discovering a surprisingly hot kink, but one that he was still shy to explore.

Veronica kept pushing forwards, and before long she had given James a makeover, doing his makeup to make him look like a filthy little slut, putting a blonde wig on him, painting his nails, strapping him into a pair of heels and finishing the look off with a pretty summer dress. The sight of him was more than she could bear, and she rode his face to earth-shattering climax before taking his  cock inside her and milking every drop of cum out of his sissified body. James was loving every minute, and part of him was worried just how much he was enjoying his new-found feminine side. He didn't suspect for a second just how far Veronica planned to take him into this new world.

Ever since Veronica had shredded all his own underwear a couple of weeks ago, James had been wearing sexy panties and slutty thongs under his clothes every time he left the house. He was amazed how quickly he had settled into it; at first his body was filled with an adrenaline rush, his mind flushed with fear at being caught. After his first outing, however, it began to feel more natural. Now he didn't give it a second thought, and enjoyed the feel of the smooth material on his skin under his jeans, the feeling of his cock being constrained, the way Veronica's thongs would ride into his ass as the day went on. Veronica watched him get dressed to go grocery shopping on a Saturday morning less than a month since their new sexual adventure began, and the lack of hesitation as her husband slipped his legs delicately into a cute pair of white cotton panties with pink polka dots made her instantly wet and horny.

“You're turning into such a good little girl, Jenny. I think I'm going to transform you a little bit more today. Hurry up and put your clothes on, I'm going to have so much fun with you when we get back, my obedient little whore-to-be.” With that, she gave James a light kiss on the lips and walked out of the room without looking back. James's gaze followed her, trying in vain to read her mind. His heart was already racing, and he didn't even know what she had planned for later on.

The entire afternoon was spent shopping. After buying their groceries, Veronica led James around the city, looking at all the beautiful dresses, shoes, lingerie and make-up she could find. She knew that not knowing what was waiting for him later was killing him, and she wanted to prolong this feeling as much as possible. James knew he dare not ask what he would be doing to please her later, but his mind kept imagining every possible scenario, his heart endlessly skipping a beat every time he thought of a new terrifying possibility, his cock betraying his true feelings by bulging and leaking precum with every thought.

After an agonising day the couple finally arrived home, James's cock aching from being hard for so long. “Go upstairs and put your make-up on, Jenny.” Veronica's sinister smile let James know she was up to something, but he did as he was told and went straight to their bedroom and started by shaving his five o'clock shadow, exfoliating and moisturising just as Veronica had shown him. He sat in front of the mirror and put on his foundation, already starting to mentally slip into the persona of Jenny, leaving behind his male self. Veronica slipped into the room behind him and watched him transforming, gently rubbing her pussy through her jeans, her wetness seeping through her underwear as she became more and more turned on. James put on eye-liner and mascara and was reaching for a dark red lipstick that he knew Veronica loved when she interrupted.

“Hold on a minute Jenny, you can finish making yourself beautiful later. I'm in the mood for ice cream and we don't have any in the house.” James didn't realise what she meant at first, and reached for a wipe to remove what make up he had put on.

“What do you think you're doing, Jenny? I didn't tell you to take it off again. You're going out like that, just be glad I didn't wait until you had that lipstick on.” James froze at the prospect of going outside with make-up on, but he knew he didn't have a choice. Just like before, a strange mixture of fear and arousal filled him, and he obediently stood and walked downstairs, closely followed by his wife. Without a word, they walked out the car and began the journey. It was getting dark now, and James was thankful for that. At least nobody will be able to see me at this time of night. Thank God.

Veronica pointed out a quiet spot to park just across the street from an ice cream store. There were no street lights too close and inside the car was dark enough that James felt safe. This isn't so bad. It's kind of hot being outside with eyeliner and mascara on when nobody can see me. Veronica recognised the subtle look of enjoyment on James's face and gently stroked his leg, her hand only just coming into contact with the tip of his rock hard cock before moving back down his thigh.

“Oh my, aren't we turned on? You're going to shoot such a big load of cum later, Jenny...I can't wait to see how much a slutty girl like you can produce. At least, you'll get to cum if you do what mistress tells you to do. Just remember, I still have that photo of you completely dressed up, and it's going straight onto my facebook if you disobey me.” With that, she got out of the car and shut the door behind her. James immediately got lost in thought, trying to think what he would she was going to make him do once she got back with her ice cream. His mind was suddenly interrupted by his door opening not ten seconds after Veronica's had closed.

“You didn't think I was going in myself, did you? Silly Jenny,” Veronica laughed with a devilish tone, before becoming much more firm, “Come on, out. I'm going to watch from here. Get me some vanilla. I like the irony behind it. Well, what are you staring at? Move!”

James's legs began to walk automatically at his wife's command, his brain still frozen in shock. She watched with glee as her husband crossed the street and went into the brightly lit shop, immediately catching the attention of the girl behind the counter. Veronica watched as James awkwardly ordered as she had told him, his bright red face coming through from beneath his foundation. The girl serving him couldn't keep her eyes off him, the smirk on her face making James even more embarrassed. As soon as he had paid he rushed back to the car, ice cream in hand, and gave it to Veronica. He was breathing hard and still a bright shade of red, but she couldn't help but notice the huge erection practically bursting from his jeans. She had been worried that this might be a bit too fast, but seeing how much James was clearly turned on reinforced Veronica's resolve, and she knew then that she would be able to push James's boundaries hard from now on.

They drove home, Veronica licking her ice cream as seductively as she could, all the while complimenting James on being a good girl for being so obedient. Once inside Veronica gave the command for James to go and finish putting on his make up. As soon as he disappeared upstairs, Veronica plunged her hand beneath her panties, rubbing her soaking wet pussy. She was so turned on seeing James in public like that, and the tension in her body was unbearable. She massaged her clit, her legs turning to jelly, and slid down the wall until she was sitting on the floor. Within a minute a wave of climax spread through her, her body shaking violently as her orgasm erupted from deep within her. 

After she composed herself again, Veronica got to her feet and walked upstairs to continue her husband's sissification. She walked in just as James was putting the final touches on his makeup. His foundation now had a light powdering of blush, his lips were a deep, cock-sucking red and his nails matched his lips perfectly. He took off all his male clothes and slipped into the thigh high stockings Veronica handed him. He put on a plain white bra and filled it with the silicone forms he had used before. Veronica handed him a form fitting light purple dress that just covered his ass but did nothing to hide the huge bulge in his panties, and completmented his blonde wig perfectly once he placed it over his hair. Finally, he put on a pair of black high heels that Veronica had bought for him the weekend before. Once again the transformation was complete, and James had been replaced by Jenny. Looking in the mirror, he was once again amazed by how convincing he was; he couldn't help but imagine how much guys would want to fuck him before he caught himself, pushing that thought out of his mind, visibly blushing. Luckily for him, Veronica was too busy getting a box out from under her side of the bed to notice.

She walked over to her sissified husband and looked him up and down. Seeing him like this, so natural and so turned on dressed as a girl, nearly made her cum on the spot.

“Get on your knees, Jenny.” Without another word, James was on his knees in front of his wife, unbuttoning her jeans as she stood dominant over him. He knew what she wanted, and he wasted no time in pulling her jeans to her ankles before slowly following them with her soaked panties, the sight of his bright red nails sending a shiver through him as he did so. Veronica couldn't wait any longer and grabbed the back of James's head, making sure not to pull the blonde wig off. She thrust his face into her pussy, his tongue eagerly finding her clit and licking up her juices. He pulled her body forwards, supporting her weight as her legs became weak. Building up a steady rhythm, he could feel her juices smeared over his face as she let out soft moans and gasps, her body occasionally giving small spasms in appreciation of the pleasure it was being given.

Gently lowering her onto the bed, James kept his mouth buried in his wife's pussy as she lay back, her legs lifting onto his shoulders and gripping his head between her thighs. As his wife's gasps grew sharper and more frequent, James thought back over what had happened earlier today. The adrenaline rush as he had been made to walk in public with make-up on. The way the girl in the shop looked at him as he nervously ordered. The thought that a stranger knew that he was being feminized and humiliated in public. Without thinking, his hand rubbed his cock through the dress, his precum flowing freely from its tip. Veronica's body stiffened around him, her legs spasming as they held his mouth firmly against her. She let out a long, agonising moan while her entire being quivered in ecstasy, her legs becoming limp and falling either side of him as she pulled him ever tighter into her. Finally, her climax subsided and she loosened her grip on him. Just as she was coming down, James felt the first hint of his own orgasm build deep within him, quickly building with a great crescendo. His breathing became ragged, climax only seconds away.

Veronica's mind snapped back to reality, her husband's moans alerting her of his imminent climax just in time to yell at him.

“Stop! When did I say you could touch yourself, slut? Take your hand off your little clit right this instant!” James immediately obeyed, the massive swell of his orgasm slowly subsiding just before it reached the surface. His cock involuntarily twitched, desperately aching for the last bit of stimulation it needed to pour cum everywhere. 

“You almost ruined everything, you naughty girl! You are not allowed to give yourself any pleasure unless I tell you to! Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress...”

“Good girl,” Veronica gasped, her body still weak from her massive orgasm, “now, go downstairs and clean your face up, and be quick. I'm not finished you you yet.” With that, James vanished out the door as Veronica caught her breath. She had almost lost control and let James cum. She knew that if he was ever going to obey him with the more difficult tasks, he would have to be kept incredibly horny and not allowed to cum. She didn't want to risk him changing his mind in his post-orgasm clear thinking. She had to plan this very carefully if she was going to get him to go through with her ultimate fantasy, but that was still far in the future.

James ran back up the stairs, almost falling over his high heels, his make-up once again pristine. His dick throbbed in his panties as precum started to run down his leg. He thought that maybe she wanted him to shoot all his cum into her pussy like last time, and he couldn't wait to oblige.

Walking into the bedroom, he took a minute to process what he saw. Veronica stood in the middle of the room, but was now fully dressed in his clothes. Jeans, motorbike t-shirt, sneakers and an old baseball cap he had thrown in the corner of the room, her hair completely tucked away underneath it. Despite her small frame, she did look surprisingly masculine.

“Get on your knees and crawl over here, whore. I'm going to be your boyfriend, and you are going to be a good little slutty girlfriend for me.”

James dropped down on all fours and crawled over to Veronica, his ass swaying back and forth as he crawled. He was really getting into this, and tried to look as seductive as possible. When he was at Veronica's feet, he sat on his knees, his heels pressing firmly at his ass cheeks, immersing him further into the mind of Jenny. He looked up into Veronica's face as he undid the belt at her waist and unzipped the jeans that he usually wore. He saw that she was wearing a pair of his boxers that she must have hidden before she shredded the rest. Getting himself ready to lick her clit even more, he grabbed the sides of the jeans and slowly pulled them down.

He was quickly met with a surprise as instead of Veronica's shaved pussy, a thick rubber strapon began to come into view. He paused, but Veronica didn't want to lose any momentum.

“Keep going,” she commanded in a firm tone. James obeyed, continuing to pull her jeans down. After seemingly forever, he pulled them down enough to free the rubber cock. The black straps that gripped her waist came round to hold a flesh coloured dildo in place: it was eight inches long, and thicker than his own cock. He guessed it was about six inches around, and it was covered in veins. His mouth lay agape as he stared at this new challenge, this monster that he was supposed to somehow service like a whore should. Without any conscious thought he licked his red lips, causing them to glisten in the dim light in the room. Seeing this, Veronica took the opportunity and said only two words.

“Suck me.”

Such a simple command, being told to suck a huge plastic cock turned James on in ways he never thought he could experience. He rested his hands on Veronica's thighs as he opened his mouth and brought his face forwards. Slowly, sensually, he let the head of the cock pass over his lips and into his mouth, the new sensation of such a huge fullness passing over his tongue making him feel light-headed. Eager to please, he took as much of the strap-on into his mouth as he could, barely sucking half of it before he felt himself about to gag. Holding his mouth open as wide as he could, he began to move his face back and forth rhythmically, bobbing back and forth, sucking as best he could. He tried to mimic what he liked in a blowjob, and used his hands to gently move Veronica's body back and forth in time with his face.

Despite his best efforts, he gagged every few thrusts, his eye shadow and mascara beginning to run down his face as his gags made his eyes water. Veronica gently held his head and built a faster rhythm, the gentle pressure from the strap-on stimulating her clit as Jenny sucked it faster and faster. 

Caught up in her excitement, Veronica felt yet another climax approaching, and in a rasping breath forced out a broken sentence.

“Touch yourself...rub your clit for me...I want you to...oh God...I want you to cum when I do...”

Not needing a second invitation, James rubbed his cock through his panties in time with his sucking. Saliva was running out of this mouth and down his dress, his make-up was a mess again and the huge plastic cock pounding against the back of his throat made him keep gagging over and over. He felt like a total whore, being used only for Veronica's pleasure. He was loving it.

“Suck me! Yes, oh fuck, suck my big dick you little cumslut! Make me cum in your mouth!”

Veronica's body stiffened yet again with the force of another orgasm, the tension in her body forcing Jenny's head forward onto her dick. She heard the gags over her own moans of ecstasy, mixed in with deep groans as James began to cum too. 

Timing it perfectly just as his mistress had commanded, James went past the point of no return just as Veronica's body began to tremble and she pulled him deeper onto her dick. He felt it pushing hard against the back of his throat, causing him to gag over and over as his cock started to pulse inside his panties. Unable to hold back his moans, he could feel rope after hot rope of cum fill his panties and soak them completely. His throat seemed to contract in time with his dick, the feeling of a whole body orgasm drown his mind with the intoxicating sensation of being used as a cock slut, being forced to bring himself to orgasm as he repeatedly serviced his mistress.

Veronica collapsed backward onto the bed, her long rubber cock sliding out of James's mouth. As if given permission to relax, he flopped backwards onto the floor, taking a huge gasp of air that his body had been dying to take for the duration of their shared climax. His panties were drenched with his sticky cum, as was his hand. He had never experienced such intense pleasure, and any doubt that was in his mind about continuing to go along with Veronica's feminization fantasy vanished.

“Oh, did I tell you to cum, sissy?” Veronica's coy voice came from above him, “I didn't mean to, I guess you're just too good at sucking cock. You should have known that I didn't really want you to cum today. I'll let you relax the rest of the evening since you did such a good job sucking me off, but tomorrow I'm going to punish you for being a poorly behaved girlfriend. You're going to be a bit scared, and you're going to want to say no. Just remember, you're my whore now and you do what I say, and when you behave badly, you have to be punished. Now go and clean yourself up Jenny, I want you looking pretty in case I want to fuck your greedy little mouth again.”

I hope you enjoyed reading this story, you can find my author page at http://www.amazon.com/s/ref=ntt_athr_dp_sr_1?_encoding=UTF8&field-author=Jenni%20Ambrose&search-alias=digital-

text&sort=relevancerank
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